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Summary:

Ashley always gets what she wants, but this time Andrew gets it his way.

OR: Andy and Leyley have been doing things they shouldn’t for a while.

Work Text:

“Terror made me cruel; and finding it useless to attempt shaking the creature off, I pulled its wrist on to the broken pane, and rubbed it to and fro till the blood ran down and soaked the bedclothes...”
W U T H E R I N G   H E I G H T S    |   E M I L Y   B R O N T E


Ashley saunters into their room, whinning, “Andy, I’m so bored…!”

All he can think is, Not right now. Too tired to play along. Tired from malnourishment, but mostly tired of her bullshit.

Peace. Can he have some peace for five seconds?

Just five, God. Or Satan. Anyone really, as long as you can deliver.

His sister lowers herself on his bed and he ignores her. Andrew keeps focussed on his book. Well, not his book; one he took from their parent’s room. Not like either of them will miss it, wherever they are now. The story isn’t anything he really cares about. It’s… whatever. It’s fine. A good enough distraction from his thoughts, from the fact that every day he has to wake up hungry, trapped all alone with her...

Andrew says something before Ashley can take the book from his lap and grope him there. Monotone – and like everything he does now: reserving as much energy as possible – he says, “I told you I don’t like being called that. Take your fat fucking tits and go away.”

Ashley is Ashley, though. She will have her way in the end. The bitch always had more fight in her than him.

“Nah. You like my fat fucking tits, so I think I’ll keep ‘em right here.”

And yeah he likes them; who wouldn’t? Unless you have something against perfect breasts. Unless you have something against touching and sucking on the perfect breasts attached to your sister. Your selfish, pushy, psychopathic cock-slut of a sister…

“Ashley, if you don’t go the fuck away—”

“What? Will you hurt me? Slap them around? Bite them? Oh no, not that…!”

“God, you’re such an annoying little slut,” Andrew says, tossing the book away. “Come here, then. You’re going to regret this…”

“Doubt it,” Ashley laughs, unzipping his pants and pulling them down with his underwear. “But I can pretend if that would make you feel better. Don’t say I never did anything for y—”

He pushes her head down, forcing her mouth on his cock to shut her up. Ashley moans through her gagging, as though she likes having her airway obstructed. Maybe she does. Not that he cares much about what she likes.

This is about him right now, what he likes.

And Andrew finds that what he likes is Ashley taking him deep down, the cute sound of her pulling her throat free of his frantic thrusting. Then coughing up a lung from his careless handling, getting just enough oxygen before he takes her by the hair and brings her back to her task.

He likes the sight of Ashley’s mascara running down her cheeks in charcoal tears, drool dripping down her chin as she chokes on sobs along with the saliva his eager cock draws out. Now a crying submissive mess where the arrogant, headstrong girl used to be. No less pretty, maybe prettier. Like how a juicy steak can sit vivid on the plate, alluring and unresistable, but at the end of the day, a means to an end. Sustenance first and foremost.

And finally, the sight of her lips and the rest of her once smug face covered in his spurting come. Release that could come from his hand, sure, but woefully inferior. Why bother when she so readily submits? Why eat a hamburger when you can have fillet mignon?

Ashley squeals in alarm, unused to warm wet spend dripping from her face, from tendrils of her hair onto her favorite shirt. She rushes to the bathroom to clean his load from herslf and he laughs, pulling up his pants. Her peeved voice echoes in the tiled room, and, with no doors closed between them, he can hear his sister griping:

“Andrew, you dick!”